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AND OTHER POEMS. 



FOOTPRINTS OF LIFE: 



A FEAGMENTAEY POEM. 



" More light 1" oh, what an heaven-bom cry 
Burst from those lips of agony ; 
When, god-like still, the poet soul 
Swept upward to the opened goal. 
Ah yes ! poor man's weak vision here, 
At best, looks through a sunlit tear ; 
Nor shines a flower on Nature's vest, 
But hides one dew-drop in its breast I 
Then why, sweet Eva, linger on, 
When all I hoped, I loved — has gone ? 
And what's the world when they have fled, 
Save jewelled robes to wrap the dead ? 
But, then, to die — I cannot hear 
That once glad watchword on mine ear ; 
And false those soothing tongues that rave 
Of sleep and slumber in the grave. 



FOOTPEINTS OF LIFB. 

Oh yes I there is a soft repose 

Sleeps sadly on the folded rose. 

There is a slumber yet will rove 

The first fresh blush of early love ; 

And softly scatters, with a sigh. 

The crystal tears of infancy ! 

But where on Earth, in field or art. 

Search out a requiem for the heart I 

Or find one cordial for our soul, 

That lives not in a poisoned bowl ? 

Then, will you stand and listen now. 

While Life yet guides my drifting prow ? 

For boiling thoughts start in my sleep. 

To mock an eye that cannot weep 1 

But many a year has passed and died. 

Since first, fond Eva, side by side. 

We sat in Childhood's laughing mom. 

And knit trim daisies on the lawn ; 

And then the joy of those young flowers 

Was not more pure, more bright than ours. 

Yet soon their bloom, in silent death. 

Dropped starlike from the withering wreath ; 

And so our hopes are parched and sear 

With all that Childhood breathed around them; 

And Time, before another vear, 
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May break the once bright cord that bound them. 

But oh ! I could not — will not dread 

To rest and lay me with the dead. 

Yet, Eva, it is hard to die 

Without one murmur or a sigh ; 

And, gazing on Life's backward stream. 

To know that all has been a dream. 

Yes, Eva, this alone will make. 

At times, the stoutest spirit quake. 

When Life, stripped of its gilded dress. 

Wakes up to all its nothingness. 

I have seen Death, in many a form. 

Stride forth in sunshine and in storm ; 

Fve seen one, for his country's good. 

Plunge wildly in the waves of blood^ 

Whose firenzied eye, and tangled hair. 

Bore token of his deep despair. 

Oh yes ! and I have felt the throe 

When life's last light was waning low ; 

But t'was not on the palsied frame, 

That then the hell-bom tyrant came ; 

For lingering smile and faded cheek. 

Told tales that words could never speak : 

And so her little race was run 

Like violets withered in the sun ; 



6 FOOTPBINTS OP UPB. 

And as that spirit stole away — 
So softly silent in decay — 
Then, in that momentary lull, 
Methought death might be beautifol. 
But oh ! loved girl, I cannot brook 
That clouded brow, that altered look. 
For we have lovelier paths to tread^ 
No cold dark charnel of the dead— 
Where shuddering Fancy starts to hear 
Strange cries and sounds and shrieks of fear. 
Go, track — when starlets fall and die— 
Their bright blue homes in yonder sky ; 
Or go, when cheeks are blanched with care. 
Track out the blush that once was there ; 
Or tell me where blithe music's laid 
When harps are hushed and voices fade ; 
And then, perchance, in thought, you'll find 
» A kindred task, a kindred mind — 

And love, with me, to roam at last 
A mourner 'mid the buried past. 
For so methinks, when none is nigh, 
And care- clouds dim life's morning sky, 
At such an hour, on Sabbath eve. 
Our poor forsaken spirits grieve. 
Still wandering on, in twilight gloom, 



FOOTPBINTS OF LIFE. 

By haunted home and lover's tomb. 
Then, Eva, through each scene of yore 
I'll watch my wandering course once more ; 
And as my wayward fancy strays 
By each old haunt of happier days — 
Eefresh each joy, blot out each crime. 
Thrown upmost in the glass of time ; 
And then, perchance, such wretch as I 
May learn one lesson ere he die. 
Men ever said my ways were wild. 
So strauge, ill-suited to the child ; 
And oft — I can recall it now — 
A shade shot o'er my father's brow. 
As, mingling in my boyhood play, 
He watched me pine and turn away. 
And sometime through the lazy hours, 
I'd cast me on the wildwood flowers— 
Or musing 'mid the mountain heath. 
Weep o'er our life and dream of death. 
Till brook and glade, and bird and tree, 
AH these were little worlds to me. 
While listening, in sweet thought, I wooed 
The still soft voice of solitude, 
And when the stars, in reddening flight, 
Fell leaflike from the hand of night, 
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Then oli ! I mused — Is this the way 
That friendships flicker and decay ? 
For when life's little sun has set. 
And hearts that loved us once, forget ; 
Sometime Affection's ray will dart 
One beam upon an ice-cold heart — 
Sometime the meteor hope will bind 
One glimmer on our darkened mind ; 
But truth-bom daylight with a sigh. 

Brings back the cold reality ! 

♦ - ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

There, just across the road, where still 
Ton hoar arch spans the lisping rill, 
The dear old school-house, by the wood- 
Where yet it stands in memory — stood ; 
And oh ! the linnet's note was free. 
Thrilled upward on the acacia tree — 
While belted bees, from spray to spray, 
Flew murmuring on their dreamy way. 
And there, how oft, when thoughts were dark. 
My soul sped with the wilding lark, 
Whose eddied sweetness onward flew. 
So dreamlike in the eternal blue I 
Like thee, lone bird, my nest is low, 
Pamp— fostered in the dews of woe ; 
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But then there is an lieayen aboye 
For thee — for me — for all to love ; 
A something greater, nobler, higher, 
That tempts our hope, yet mocks desire- 
Where souls like thee, imtuned, untaught. 
Spring upward on the wings of thought ; 
And many a time the school-boy laugh 
Broke on that wild sequestered path. 
Till shadowy dream, and Fancy's birth. 
Flew backward to the ways of Earth. 
I saw the gay, light-hearted crowd, 
I heard their play -notes wild and loud. 
And yet their games, and boyish cheer. 
Fell listless on my blunted ear. 
But oh ! that one — that calm blue eye 
That bore such likeness to the sky ; 
And curls that seemed, in Fancy's ray. 
To woo the sunlight on its way. 
All these so plain, so clear to me — 
memory, memory, where is he ? 
Sweet Eva, I remember well. 
When listening to that far-off bell, 
We loitered in the cowslip glen, 
(Your sister Maud was with us then,) 
And still those sounds — I hear them — ^there ! 



10 POOTPEINTS OF LIFE. 

Kept throbbing on the startled air. 

And sadly soft my spirit said, 

" List Eva I is not some one dead ?" 

TVas in the spring, the violet's eye 

Was bright with purple ecstacy. 

And still, though earth around was clear. 

Still, still those notes were fraught with fear. 

A glance ! a dream ! I know not what — 

It seemed that all I loved was not I 

I looked upon the Hstening grove. 

The tufted hills, the clouds above, 

And then a voiceless whisper met 

My heart — *' Not here ; look higher yet 1" 

But why tell more ? you know it all ; 

The faded gaze, the spotless pall. 

" He sleeps, sweet boy," I heard them say ; 

" He was too pure, he could not stay." 

We laid him — yes, we laid him down : 

But oh, 'twas far from fevered town. 

Where bannered hearse and waving plume 

Be but the mockeries of the tomb, 

A grass-grown mound, a rude cut stone, 

A few fresh flowers around him thrown— 

Sweet emblem of the dead below, 

So fair to bloom, so soon to go — 
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All these are there ; while lonelier far 

The primrose lights her flowery star. 

There will the woods that wave above 

Pour their dark strain of leafy love, 

While yon gay brooklet lisps along 

The murmurs of eternal song. 

Sleep on, blest heart ! the silent dew 

Ne'er slept more calm, more soft than you, 

When, mingling in the daylight's train. 

It melts and flies to heaven again. 

Sleep on ! sleep on ! what boots thee now 

The tortured brain, the aching brow, 

The scorpion thought, the burning sigh. 

And all the brood of misery ? 

Yet why such thoughts ? the name of Death 

Once whispered to the heedless boy 

May wake one tear, but in a breath 

He turns him to his fondled toy. 

All is not dark : the Halcyon's wing 

May glitter on the stormiest wave ; 

Nor think the fairy-fingered Spring 

Turns giftless from the mossy grave ; 

So life is but a wandering fay, 

Now turned from clouded to the gay— 

As bees flit in their Summer prime. 
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From hemlock to the honied thyme. 
All is not dark — the glow-worm gleams 
Will glisten in the darkest glade. 
And many a song the sweeter seems 
Because 'tis carolled in the shade ; 
Nor is there e'en one heart below, 
So deeply in terrestrial woe — 
But looking thro' the clouds may see, 
Some moments of tranquility. 
Some islands in the roughest main, 
Some fountain on the deadliest plain ; 
And oh ! what soul however lone 
But find some sorrow like its own P 
For think not love at best is found 
Lapped in the moonlight gondola ; 
And oft rough words have sweeter sound 
Than whispers from the soft guitar. 
The loneliest rose, that reared unseen 
Blooms mantling at the cottage door ; 
That flower as well befits a Queen, 
As all her Court's exotic store — 
For Love is not a stranger here, 
' Or nurtured 'neath a southern sky — 
And peasant prayers will catch his ear 
Quick as the courtier's perfumed sigh. 
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What tbink tlie heayen-bom simliglit tlirows 

Less beams on bawtbom than on rose P 

Nay, rather when the curling foam 

Beats fiercest in the ocean's wrath — 

*Tis then the wild-bird loves to roam 

Athwart the sea-man's surging path ; 

So love like all that's bright or fair 

Looks clearest in the clouded air ; 

For oh ! what honour to the steed 

That wins, where none dispute his speed? 

And victory's star must sparkle less 

When loss ne'er mingled with success ; 

So love at times, for ever lord 

Girds on the buckler and the sword, 

And envious in his champion might 

Calls forth the foeman to the fight — 

And yet, alas, be what in store. 

Ne'er casts his shadows on before. 

So, Eva, now e'er aU has past, 

Let's cull love's blossoms while they last ; 

And surely in such life as ours. 

We'll take some sweet from aU her flowers. 

And wandering through the past in need. 

Catch warning words in eveiy weed. 
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Oh softly now on field and lawn 

Trip forth the footsteps of the mom ; 

'Till violet vale, and misty height, 

Dance in a sparkle of delight. 

And yon lone bird with liquid laugh 

Leaps up to meet her on her path ; 

But yet, how oft the baleful spell 

May linger in the fairest shell — 

And oft the storm-god's treacherous sleep 

Will nestle on the waveless deep. 

So, Eva — yes, 'tis aU as plain 

As if that hour were bom again ; 

There in yon little grottoed nook 

That just o'erhangs the breathless brook. 

Where bending o'er the water's bed 

The sorrel droops her pensive head — 

And painted trout, with arrowy grace. 

Sail eddying in their crystal race, 

I saw thee first — could ages pale 

Though eyesight wane, and memory fail 

That vision of sweet light to one 

That ever gazed upon the Sun ? 

And so that smile — that long e'er now 

Sat soul-Hke on thine angel brow, 

Shall be my lamp, whate'er the gloom. 
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That lights my footsteps to the tomb. 

I saw thee first — ^your gentle thought 

Seemed with some sad remembrance fraught. 

Tet then, e'er from its azure spring, 

The first love-drop had learnt to stray. 

An angel on his sunbeam wing 

Stole down and kissed the tear away. 

A rose, 'twas but a simple flower. 

Was slumbering in your auburn hair — 

Yet seemed — I camiot name the power — 

More bright, because it loitered there. 

Oh oft some wanderer of the night 

Turns silent to the stars above ; 

And gazing at their mystic light 

May wonder, yet he dare not love ; 

So, Eva, too, when first my gaze 

Caught shadow of your earliest rays — 

It seemed as if your face in Heaven 

Looked fondly on your sister-kind ; 

And though some beams to earth were given. 

Yet I, poor man, was worlds behind : 

But hearts there are, as poets tell. 

Whose fair thoughts icom their earthly cell> 

And burning in the impassioned glow 

May live in Heaven, yet breathe below ; 
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And, Eva, it was so with me 
When first my yoimg heart looked on thee. 
But yet — ^when festal boards are crowned 
With wit and wine poured freely round 
Why mention in your bounding mirth 
The dull cold sod that gave them birth P 
Why, gazing on the rainbowed skies, 
Eecall the storms that bid it rise ; 
Or rescued from an ocean grave 
Look backward on the seething wave P 
And now since Time's unspairing tide 
Has swept life's earliest leaves aside ; 
Why in this one — this Autumn hour 
Stop gazing on Spring's withered flower ; 
While envy's blight, and sorrow's blast, 
Sleep in the twilight of the past ; 
Or bid your thoughts thus sadly dwell 
Like sunbeams on an icicle ? 

Away ! away ! ye shapes of care, 
Why taunt me in my dark despair P 
Why trample in your vengeful wrath 
These last frail flowerets on my path P 
And Time alas strikes at the root 
Alike of blossom and of fruit ! 
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See 1 are no giants round ye now — 
Why stay to pluck a withered bough P 
This arm was never stretched to claim 
Or Glory's crown, or laurelled Fame. 
Why come to me ? Can riches steep 
An opiate in the Monarch's sleep ? 
Or will no soul-bom phantoms crouch 
Unawed beneath the tyrant couch ? 
Come on ! I've ever been through life 
A warrior in the lists of strife ; 
In every fray, in every clime, 
A toiler up the hills of Time. 
Ho 1 think you when his powers decay 
The eagle brooks his former prey ? 
Or bids his lightning-pinioned form 
Drift tamely with the conquering storm P 
Die when thou diest as the sun. 
In bright repose thy victory won ; 
Die when thou diest as the snow 
In spotless silent beauty — go ! 
Die when thou diest as the flower 
That heavenward opes at evening hour ! 
And oh ! I pray what hurts you then. 
Or hosts of Hell, or taunts of men ? 
Yes, Eva, oft our hearts will flow 

B 
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Far down the stream of years ago ; 
And lingering, while such pleasure last. 
Call up the blossoms of the past. 
But then, beware — the fairest bloom 
Oft holds rank poison in its womb. 
And ever in the feathered throng, 
The brightest lack the sweeter song. 

A little on, a little on. 

My boyhood hopes are hushed and gone. 

And memory's fitful lantern now 

Hangs sadly on life's furrowed brow. 

Oh ! have you ever, in your flight. 

Looked backward through the vault of night- 

On sinking tower, and turret gray. 

Still peering on your misty way — 

Where Childhood wept, and Boyhood played. 

In glittering hall and thronged arcade ; 

Where hallowed Crypt, and mazy street, 

Grave echo to your infant feet ? 

For then, perchance, you might descry 

Such sights as live in Fancy's eye ; 

When, bursting on her simlit way. 

She shuns the care-clouds of to-day, 

And, dovelike in her fluttering fears, 
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Hides in the heart of earlier years I 

Oh yes ! there is a mournful glee 

When gazing on the twilight sea ; 

A dark, unknown, mysterious power. 

When musing on the faded flower ; 

And hard to mark, without one tear. 

The starry silence of the sphere : 

And yet, we're not less frail than they, 

Our common watchward is decay. 

And oft my spirit pondered so 

By nodding lamp-light pale and low, 

As pensive o'er the impassioned page 

Of bard, historian, priest, or sage, 

I thought — ^but oh 1 t'was but a thought — 

Like bubbles, burst as soon as caught — 

Yes thought — that even I might claim 

Some beacon on the heights of Fame ; 

And, smiling 'mid the storms of Pate, 

Look back and know that I was great. 
m « « * * ♦ * 

" My mother !" yes, the veriest slave 

Within this world's gigantic bound, 

Unnursed from cradle to the grave — 

Would brighten at that mystic sound. 

Her first dark glance — his leaf-clad hut 

B 2 
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Still nestling in tlie cocoa grove — 

One kiss — one tear — Earth's doors are shut. 

And heaven alone is left to love I 

Oh yes ! yon lad, whose tattered form 

Stands shivering in the frozen storm. 

He, too, 'mid all his cares will roam 

Far backward to his Alpine home. 

Perchance those crippled feet have strayed 

Beneath the pine wood's glittering shade — 

Perchance have chased, so light and bold. 

The chamois in his glacier hold, 

With eyes as clear, and heart as free, 

As sunlight on his mountain sea. 

Ye tell me he will laugh and sing. 

Forgetful — nay, it is not so — 

That laughter bears no healthM ring. 

That voice is not as days ago : 

Ere money's charm, or threats of men. 

Had lured him from his native glen. 

When, wandering on his thoughtless way. 

With blithesome pipe and rustic lay. 

Untaught, save where he lent his mind 

To catch the music of the wind. 

" My mother 1" yes, the tenderest touch 

May wake the lute's enslumbered strain, 
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And bow-strings need no giant clutch, 

In skilful hand, to nerve again. 

One raindrop in the brimming flood. 

One snow-flake on the avalanche. 

Then who shall save yon plaintive wood ? 

Who spare the pine tree's guiltless branch ? 

So, Eva, now that one sad word. 

Struck heedless on some sister chord, 

Calls upward, in its phantom gleam. 

Sweet visions that I love to dream — 

But oh, sweet girl, I cannot bear 

The radiance of that angel eye ; 

Feign would I dim a gem so fair. 

And ask the tear of sympathy. 

But chance, thou sayest, I cannot know 

The pang that rankles in my breast ; 

My thoughts are wild— yet, say not so ; 

And e'en that silence gives me rest. 

To say that she is gone for aye, 

Loved girl, is but a kinder form — 

To tell me all my hopes decay. 

And drive me madly to the storm ! 

But wilt thou smile ? the sunlit rays. 

Kindly to all, will visit me ; 

And, when thou sighest, my spirit says 
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" I would that I might sigh with thee !" 

Approach ! approach ! t'were some relief 

To drink the last duU dregs of grief 1 

Painful to meet, but still methinks 

There is a pleasure in the pain ; 

And while the hour my bosom drinks, 

I would that it might come agam ! 

I would that I might breathe my soul away 

Into the crystal of the summer sky, 

Or pour my spirit in the wild bird's lay. 

And float for ever in its melody. 

Light of the lost 1 again I see you gleaming 

Fresh with Hfe's morning on the clouded past — 

Awake ! awake my soul, and in thy dreaming 

Think that this present, too, can never last. 

Light of the lost I awhile the moonbeam sadness 

Sleeps on the bosom of the treacherous sea ; 

So, in this momentary glimpse of gladness, 

She comes, she comes, she comes agam to me ! 

But oh, it is not on the tempest driven, 

Flits back to earth the spirit of the free. 

No 1 in the pure, the spotless robes of heaven. 

She comes, she comes, she comes again to me I 

One luU, one pause, one cooling draught 

To quench these fire-thoughts in my soul 
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May dash them down ! the cup is quaffed. 
And life speeds onward to the goal ! 

There is an hour when the day is dead 

And the sun's blood banner furled. 

And the spirit of Eve, from her amber bed. 

Steals down on the sleeping world. 

But would you watch in her rosy flight 

How sweetly the wavelets dance. 

And the thousand lamps of the jewelled night 

Laugh under her quickening glance. 

But short is the time that earth's beauty reigns 

And those seraph wings are still, 

E'er the virgin moon from the ocean plains 

Has taken her silvery fill ! 

One moment more, and the leaden sky 

It shroudeth the maid around. 

And the bittern crieth a woeftd cry 

In the wild marsh's reedy bound. 

But still to the heart of the wanderer there 

The dream has not fled for aye, 

Eor a voice will glide through the listening air 

Though the body has rolled away ; 

And so, in the light of the world's gay breath. 

When the star of our dreams has fled. 
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The ray of our hopes may be quenched in death. 

The sun of our joy be dead ! 

But the spirit of Eve will leave behind 

The track of her vanished feet ; 

So a joyous thing to the sorrowing mind. 

E'en the shade of the past to meet ; 

So the widowed soul shall not pine alone, 

For Memory lingereth here, 

That will find a sweet balm in the world's sad moan 

And a mirror in every tear. 

Ho ! Eva, this will soon be done. 

And fast life's waves are surging on. 

Back on ye pains ! leap up, poor heart I 

And break these barriers of my breast I 

Nor leave this frame, so soon to part. 

Still tortured in your fiery rest. 

But, Eva, why thus speechless now ? 

What means that sigh, that burning brow P 

What, you, who ever for my sake 

Bore with my trials from the first. 

Shall now thy daunted spirit quake 

In this, the latest and the worst ? 

Look up 1 look up ! an unknown light 

Breaks through the darkness of to-night I 

We're parted once— thy wish is vain — 
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And, Eva, we must part again. 
What ! would you linger yet to learn 
The wanderings of a maniac mind, 
Or watch th' impassioned spirit bum 
When nought, save breath, is left behind ? 
Look up ! look up ! the warrior sun 
Speeds darkly to his giant sleep, 
Yet, champion still, the battle done. 
Shakes out his arrows on the deep I 
The storm-nursed wind, the fairy breeze 
Have gat them to their phantom lair, 
And yon small skiff in dreamful ease 
Drifts idly through the evening air : 
No breath — no stir — in such an hour, 
'Mid Nature's universal calm ; 
Alike yon oak, and hedge-row flower. 
Sleep in the moonbeam's silver arm. 
Sleep on fond Eve — ^my burning bones 
Yearn inly for their longed release. 
All else save me some respite owns — 
But what have I to do with peace ? 
Look up 1 look up ! the vulture Thought 
Swoops fiend-nke on life's blasted wreath. 
And screaming in his frenzied sport. 
Flouts fearless in the eyes of Death ! 
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There ! saw you not yon wliited cloud 

Drop lowering on the mountain side ? 

'Tis but an emblem of the shroud 

That long e'er now you wished to hide. 

Yes, leave me now — ^my spirit loathes 

Such bondage of sepulchral clothes. 

Up 1 up ! frail flesh 1 some power — some spell 

To burst these fetters of decay ; 

And gazing through the glare of hell, 

Eend back the curtain of to-day. 

I see — but oh, what untold pain 

Comes trampling on my loaded brain I 

Oh ! speak not now of Acheron's stream, 

Long pictured in poetic dream, 

Whose fiery wave, and liquid wrath, 

Lash on the soul's tormented path. 

Nay ! think not all those plmgs compose 

One atom in this suffering whole ; 

Whose care-fangs with Titanic throes. 

Gnaw ever at my wounded soul. 

Let be ! but oh that I could force 

Far hence these spectres of remorse ; 

That standing in their dastard might. 

Still check my soul's enraptured flight. 

But weep not now — ^it were not love 
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To bid me yet to babble on ; 

But turning to yon Heaven above, 

Think yet on me — ^though all has gone. 

" Yon Heaven !" what will such spirits crave 

So bright an home beyond the grave P 

This heart that ever scorned the rod 

Alike of demon or of God. 

Yes ! he that, 'mid the suns of health, 

Made idol of the goddess Wealth, 

Till, mounting in his pinioned pride. 

He scorned all earth, with heaven beside, — 

Shall such a spirit now request 

The solace of eternal rest P 

Or, dying, ask of heaven a throne. 

Whose power on earth he would not own ? 

'Tis but the poet's fancy weaves 

Sad wamiug on the faded leaves. 

And, musing on the heavenly throng. 

May knit the sunbeams into song. 

But Life and Death can ne'er hold sway 

Prom minstrel's harp or poet's lay ! 

They, too, may catch on viewless wing 

The flower-dreams of the slumbering spring ; 

Or, speeding in their chariot thoughts. 

Walk on the heavens bejewelled courts, 
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While Art, with microscopic eye. 

Tells out the cloud-flakes of the sky. 

And yet, such minds may never trace 

The footprints on the Christian's race ; 

While so, perchance, some wandering heart, 

Unknown to Science and to Art, 

Yet, clasping still that hope-nursed seed. 

Whose bloom, though late, is bloom indeed. 

Looks backward with a childish glow. 

And baffles all our kings below I 

Oh ! had I — nay, 'tis all too late — 

To crouch or crave at mercy's gate. 

Or, trembling as the beaten hare. 

Turn nursling to a vUe despair — 

No, no ! it suits not souk Hke mine 

To sicken, sorrow, or repine ; 

For better far, thus 'biding time. 

To reap the harvest of my crime. 

Than, fearful of some unknown fray. 

To cut, yet bear no sheaves away ; 

And thankful since my lots are cast, 

I joy this hour must be my last ! 

And yet my life — I call it life — 

A sea-weed on the surge of strife. 

Perchance long since — I cannot know — 
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Forged shackles for my soul below ! 

Farewell I yet still in memory set, 

In all that's sad I linger yet. 

So, Eva, watch (my last lone boon) 

The path that thou must follow soon ! 

But hark ! that sound ! — ^my mother's sigh 

Shall waft me to eternity I 
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Now tlie blood-red sun lias fallen sliield-like from tlie dying day. 

And tlie soft-eyed Hght no longer lingers in its faiiy play. 

Yet, my heart, why crouch and tremble? leave the weak and 

witless fool. 
Coward to the spectre Darkness, vassal to a ghostly rule. 
Night is welcome, ever welcome to the weary ways of care, 
Welcome to the widow's wailing, welcome to the orphan's prayer. 
Then the soul's sweet wells are opened, and the shapes of joy 

and woe 
Gleam in soft and angel calmness from the isles of long ago ; 
Then the poet's mind will wander -, then the young heart learns 

to love. 
Breathing in the starry silence thoughts and visions from above ; 
Then the primrose star is catching lovelier lights to gild her 

charms. 
And the virgin violet brightens, lapped in some gay moonbeam's 

arms. 
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But let all be still and grave-like, let the giant Labour sleep ; 
Wbo shall stay the pulse of Nature throbbing on the dauntless 
deep? 

Far away I watch the surges in their never-ending roar, 
Boiling on like shrouded spirits, onward to the frightened shore. 
Night winds howl and rocks re-echo ; yet, once more I bid ye — 

hark! 
Dirges for the sinking seamen tolling thro' the stormy dark. 
Who shall fear ? the world may answer, whence the danger of 

to-night ? 
Art and Science, double-handed, conquering, stalk the world in 

might! 
English hearts are true and gallant, England's sons are still the 

same. 
Never crouching, ever onward, onward in the march of Eame ! 
But a still soft voice will whisper, heard not by a worldling ear, 
" Man is little, God is mighty ; fear not man, for God is near 1" 
I have seen full many a vessel, stately in her warrior form. 
Staggering, like some stricken drunkard, 'neath the phrenzy of 

the storm. 
I have seen the young and happy basking in the beams of Life, 
Looked once more, and then beheld them seaweed on the waves 

of Strife. 
Will you not, then, turn and listen, Ksten to the lorn one's cry. 
Telling of the rayless future, dreaming of the days gone by P 
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Now your Christmas fires are burning brightly on your burnished 

hearths^ 
Many a jovial feast and banquet chiming with their thousand 

laughs; 
Now let hand and heart be open — open to the friendless poor, 
Gt)ld and Goodness, sweetly mated, smiling on the cottage door. 
Many a widowed heart stands broken, with that wild and 

phrenzied stare, 
Musing on the dying embers, gazing on the vacant chair. 
There he sat, the dear — the loved one — told those tales she loved 

to hear — 
Echoes of an Ocean cradle, whispers of a watery bier. 
Many an infant's lip is lisping vainly for an answering voice. 
That once loved to soothe its sobbings — bid its little heart rejoice ! 
Wheie are brothers ? Where are comrades ? Where is he whose 

notes so kind. 
Greeted with a sailor's welcome each fond heart he left behind ? 
Ask the wind! 'twere vain, no answer cometh from the ravished dead. 
Save the spirit of the waters rolling on its restless bed. 
Then, while Time and Duty bid thee, thoughtfrd ere the hour 

depart, 
Give it, howsoever humble, give it with a willing heart. 
Then, though man's cold thanks are wanting, what can our poor 

earth a£fbrd 
Nobler than a peaceful conscience and the blessing of thy Lord ? 
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Fill up the draught ! yes once again I crave 

To glut these eagles of my thirsting soul ; 

And, in flush twilight of poetic dream, 

People my spirit with a world of thoughts. 

Now, in the spectre darkness of the hour, 

While night-winds wrestle with the moaning oaks, 

May I hethink me of the days gone by. 

And fair forms mirrored on the blotted past. 

Now am I standing by the dear old house. 

Set, like some island, in the leafy sea. 

Such as the sage Odysseus might have loved, 

Sailing, by sunset, through the summer air : 

Still wiU I wander by my boyhood's brook, 

Threading its silver on the freckled lawn ; 

Nor e'en forget, amid my crowding joys. 

The churchyard's sweet, yet solitary rest. 

I have a little sister sleeping there ; 

And, though her grave is but a lowly stone, 

€arved with some semblance of a simple cross, 

I love that spot, — though I have seen the tombs . 

c 
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And mausoleums of the mighty dead. 
Where marbled sentries, in their foolish pomp. 
Bear awfiil witness of the kings below : 
Yet, when I turn me to the daisied sod, 
And gaze above me, 'tis the eye of Heaven, 
Not man's cold mockery, that arrests me then ; 
While sometime musing on the angel stars. 
They seem — ^it is but Fancy, yet my heart 
Bathes in such fancies — ^with a seraph glance. 
To breathe God's comfort on a world of Woe ! 
And often wiU fresh flowers, those smiles of Earth, 
Start up and blossom through the wondering soil. 
As if her very thoughts were bom again. 
Bursting the bondage of the conqueror Death. 
Now is the snowdrop in her virgin veil. 
Opening the bridals of the maiden year ; 
And soft-eyed violets from their grassy couch. 
Leap up with jewels for the crown of Spring ! 
Yet, why thus linger ? she is sleeping now. 
Lapped with the angels — ^would my heart were so ! 
And not as this — a poor unheeded leaf. 
Tossed through the Autumn of a faded world. 
Oh ! surely there are trials for the strong. 
And wondrous tossing in the manly breast ; 
While ever and anon, some monster wave 
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Breaks on the ledges of the slumbering rock, 
And hurls, like sea-weed, all Life's hope away. 
Yet many a pauper by his homely hearth, 
With nought to solace, or enrich hiTn there. 
Save the sweet glances of his constant wife, 
Or rose-cheeked children, with their laughing tears, 
Smiles out dark care, and down the vale of Age, 
Bright with his conquest, bears his sheaves away. 
But we are himters up the hill of time ; 
And ever, and for ever, our poor tent 
Shifts slow and sadly through the fields of Life. 
Now, in the sunshine of his childhood mom, 
Man plays with Hope, that bauble of the mind, 
Or bright-winged Fancies lure his earliest shaft. 
But years roU on, and with those rolling years 
Time ploughs his furrow on the faded brow. 
And then, poor flatterers, all his friends will leave. 
Like birds of passage, for a sunnier home. 
Yet think not, when these transitory clouds 
Break on the horizon, that man's day is done. 
But rather, in this noontide of Ids Life, 
Girds he his buckler for a nobler fray : 
For now Ambition, with her champion arm. 
Hurls down the gauntlet in th' adventurer's &oe. 
While mete(»r Fame, with a triumphant air, 
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Wreaths her false laurels at her master's feet. 
But whence yon hurrying ? — even now I see 
The gleam and glimmer of a thousand swords : 
One rush, one shouting, — oh I what voice is that P — 
" Bear back the warrior to his father's home !" 
Such then is Glory and the pride of War, 
And such the struggles of corporeal man. 
Yet, why stand gazing on the emptied feast, 
Whose bowl is broken and whose wine is spilt ? 
But hence, for there are battles of the mind 
Fiercer and stronger than the blast of War, 
Which, like some vast volcano at the heart 
Slumbering, but gather strength to burst an6w. 
I too have delved into the mines of Thought, 
Labouring and searching with a quenchless zeal 
. For pearls of Beauty and for gold of Worth ; 
While sometimes would the diamond Truth flash up. 
Whose lustre liveth not in outward guise. 
But in the changeless constancy of soul. 
Yet am I little bettered by my task. 
But rather, flitting from the flowers of Youth 
To dive yet deeper in the dark unknown. 
Lost the sure honey of a peaceftd mind. 
And I have wandered in the ways of wealth, 
'Mid Fashion's mazes, and where painted Pride 
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Spreads her broad blossoms on the luring wave. 
But Memory, sickening at such scenes as these. 
Gleams like a marsh-light thro* the waste of years, 
Where Goodness shrinks, and parasital Pomp 
Bows to the heart-strings at a courtier's glance. 
I have been building, as the Evening Sun, 
Vision on vision, in the clouded West, 
Whose golden seas and crimson pyramids, 
With all the false ejBPulgence of the hour. 
Wait but the hand of night to blot them out ; 
And then have vanished. I have been a boy 
Chasing his shadow in the beam of Morn, 
'Till now like him, poor fool, the ray withheld 
That bred and reared his immaterial joy, 
I stare and wonder that my aim is gone ! 
But hence ! I see yon palace in my dream. 
Such as Assyrian Kings in days of old^ 
Stalking with mystery thro' their halls of state, 
'Mid marbled Memnons of colossal Art, 
And bird-faced monsters, whose unearthly growth. 
Glaring like phantoms of a long past world, 
Look down with wonder on our pigmy age — 
Yes, they might envy. At the first faint door, 
Dripping with dream-dews, and aerial scents, 
Sits Slumber, and with lazy-motioned hand 
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Wreathes the dank poppies in his drowsy hair. 
There too, in myriads by a silent fount 
Gushing with beauty, to the thirsted soul. 
Blossoms of Fancy, so divinely fair 
That e'en the aiiy shadows of such thoughts 
Passes all image of created things ; 
While yonder, lifted on a peerless throne. 
Studded with systems and unopened worlds, 
Bursting around her, as the myriad mists, 
Start up and answer to the Wizard Eve ; 
Imagination, at her fiery feet, 
Ladders of vision, on whose golden steps 
The angel exhalations of the mind 
Spring up, and lose them in a heaven of dreams ; 
And there, lone-sitting in her echoey cave, 
The maiden Memory, at whose magic glance 
The hoar heart quickens, and one faded leaf 
Plucked from the wilding garden of the past. 
Wakes up a forest of green ecstasies. 
But whither, whither would my spirit sail. 
Swooning so softly in the arms of Sleep, 
Down in the sunset isles of long ago ? 
Tet I am hurrying on — sweet faces now 
That I have known and loved in hours of old. 
Gleam up like lilies to the drowning wretch 
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That cannot gather ; for the tyrant tide 
Whirls down its victim, and each vanished hope 
Scuds like a meteor through his dark despair. 
While sometimes as I wander, sightless harps 
And aiiy echoes, such as young hearts hear 
Down in the cowslip dales on Sabbath eve, 
Chime on, and waft me in a wave of song 
Ear from the ways of Earth and haunts of care. 
Yet, nought makes happy — by the cradled nest 
Slumbering, it may be in the loveliest glade 
That ever rosy and fastidious Spring 
Wooed in the whispers of her airy love ; 
There too, ere yet those little ones have flown. 
Or sipped Life's pleasures on their Summer wing. 
Some leaves are falling, or that lonelier tint. 
So bright but treacherous, will have gilded o'er 
The pure young emerald of the early bough. 
Oh ! have you never at some sunset hour 
Mused on such fancies — ^when the May-fly's form 
Flittered as softly and as silent by 
As fairy snowflakes on the dancing air ? 
While ever and anon, some rainbowed trout 
Leapt in the twilight, and the watery rings 
Died down in wrinkles, and a murmuring ebb 
Stole on the evening from the willowy bank ; 
For I have tasted of such joys as these 
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When first young life's cup at the straining lips 

Gave all its sparkles to the treacherous brim ; 

And dimply roses that had nestled round 

Looked in and cheered me — oh, how paltry now ! 

Oh spirit of a long-departed day ! 

Folding thy soul- wings in seraphic calm ; 

Come back, and claim within this wearied breast 

Thy home that darkens, yet abideth still ! 

For I have nursed a devil at my heart, 

A viperous coward, and usurper here. 

Such as, in years gone by, I had not stayed 

To bruise and trample with my scornful tread. 

Ah 1 surely this is poison to my soul. 

Gnawing my life-core, while it soothes my brain. 

And all these fancies that my nund begets. 

But morning frost-work on the hydra's cave ; 

For I am even as some senseless vase. 

Lighted with incense, at the dawn of day, 

That proud with exultations of the hour, 

Puffs out its perfume to the gulping air. 

But now life's evening, and the breath of scorn. 

Blows out the candle, and I find me still 

The same dull shadow that I was before. 

But hence such tidings I I'll not crouch like this — 

Fill up the goblet ! oh, what change is here ! 

So may I journey to my last long home. 

Lost in a sweet eternity of Sleep ! 
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O woman, what a wondrous ken 

'Bides in thine eagle soul ; 
If thus, apart from kindred men. 

Thou pierce the spirit goal ! 

For what is death ? ten thousand years 
Like leaves are whirled away ; 

Yet something whispers in our ears, 
" We live beyond to-day." 

The past is past — why linger yet 

With mighty seers of old ? 
Their reign has fled — their star has set,- 

The tale is stiU untold. 

And who are we ? like them we die — 
Ah I what a sound is there ! 

While conquering Time, without a sigh, 
Writes on our tombs — " Prepare !" 



42 LINES AFTEB BEADING NIGHT-SIDE OF NATUBE. 

But whence art thou ? thy words 9,ppear 

I know not how to me ; 
]Praught with no earth-bom shadow here. 

Of ages yet to be. 

For this is no mere boyish thought, 
'Neath Fancy's meteor gleam. 

That, wandering in its fitful sport. 
Leaves but a broken dream. 

And surely in this world of strife, 

It were one joyous thing, 
To gild the autumn of our Hfe, 

With memory of the spring. 

So now, when dear old forms Have fled. 

And later loves are given. 
We catch some echo of the dead — 

Some rainbow glimpse of Heaven I 
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Sweep on. Sweep on ! this wearied soul 

Still, as thy waves, is free ; 
I conquered worlds ! triumphant roll, 

I never conquered thee I 

There was an hour — an hour of joy. 
When, with a childish glee, 

I turned from home, a thoughtfrd boy. 
And wondering, gazed on thee. 

Ah ! see yon gull that loves to roam 

Thy paths so calmly fast'; 
Again I dimb my mountain home, 

And nestle in the past. 

And yet that sunlit hour is gone. 
Borne like the wild-bird's wing ; 

Again I stand, how proudly lone I 
A Captive and a — King I 
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Sweep on, Sweep on ! again I seem 
To drink my life from thee ; 

I ever had a fiery dream 
Of things that cannot be. 

I was a king, a lordly king, 
And nations bowed the knee ; 

I was a God — oh, glorious thing 
If I had conquered thee ! 

Full oft the sun of glory rose 

As if it shone for me. 
But, like day's sun, in fast repose 

It ever sank in thee. 

I crushed the world, yet one small isle 
Still vaunted to the fight ; 

That ever dimmed my fortune's snule. 
And broke my manhood's might. 

Yet, though I leapt those giant snows, 

And scaled that icy sea. 
Though Egypt's sun looked on my foes, 

I had not conquered thee. 
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'Twas writ, 'twas written in the book, 

Fate held the unknown key, 
" Conquer the world, great king, but look. 

The waves shall conquer thee 1" 

I stood upon my mountain brow, 

A youth with boyish glee ; 
I gaze from out my prison now. 

And still must crouch to thee I 

I was a king, — I am a slave I 

My thoughts, my soul is free ! 
'Tis Earth that gives the welcome grave, 

'Tis Ocean conquered me ! 

Yet thou must roll when I am gone. 

And lash the self-same shore. 
But e'er thou diest the world shall mourn 

Thy captive is no more. 
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Dreary and darkling o'er coppice and tree 

The snow-flake is dancing to-day ; 
But the yule-log bums bright, and our hearts are all free. 

So we'U laugh his cold sceptre away. 

Thro' the skeleton groves, with a wearisome sigh, 

The night- wind may whistle and call, 
But a rose on our cheek, and a smile in our eye. 

Thank heaven, shall conquer it all. 

And who would not join in our measures of Love, 

As our hearts and our bodies entwine. 
When the ruby-gemmed holly is glancing above. 

And the pearls of the mistletoe shine ? 

What matters it now that the flowers are at rest. 
Or the wine-cup be wreathless and bare ? 

For we'U kiss to the bowl that a dear one has pressed. 
And our thoughts will cling blossoming there. 
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Oh, come let us stray to the violet vale. 

As in childliood's hours of old ; 
For, though hearts are frail, the flowers wont fail, 

And the cowslip wiU freckle the wold. 

Yes, sometimes I think in my dreams by night. 

When the hours are gliding slow, 
That a friend comes back as a blossom of light 

In the spring of the Long Ago. 

For when snows fall deep on this crippled heart. 

And the winter of life grows chiU, 
Away from the blast I smile back on the past. 

And dream of the May-blossom still ! 

But the daisy-bud has a tale of love 

That never shall fade away, 
For it teUs of a little one taken above 

Ere life's roses had learnt to decay. 

And the violet too, with her chalice of blue, 

Has a voice that I cannot deny ; 
For it tells of a maid that my boyhood knew 

With the glance of a sorrowful eye. 
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Yet the primrose gleams like a laughing star 
'Mid her sisters down in the dale ; 

But the snowdrop's bell has a cold farewell, 
And the lily is deadly pale. 

And oh, I would that my heart had rest 
When the sorrows of life pass o'er ; 

With my soul in heaven, I'd lay my breast 
Where my thoughts have flown before. 
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Now is the pale-eyed lady of tlie night 
Strewing her star-flowers at the gates of heaven ; 
And all lies tranced, save the homeward herds. 
Dropping like snow-flakes on the purple hills — 
While ever and anon, the dreamy gush 
Of waters swooning thro' the tufted vale 
Melts on the fancy, and each eddying leaf. 
Borne in the bosom of the breathless air, 

m 

Falls like a spirit — while in yonder grot. 

Woven by nature with fantastic flowers, 

Such as pert moonbeams love, playing by night, 

To loss and fondle in their fairy arms, 

A youth lies pondering — but the watery flush 

That gleams and glances from that thoughtful eye, 

Talks not of slumber, and the peach-like bloom 

That rubs so sadly at the touch of love. 

Seems chased for ever from that marbly cheek; 

While in his delicate hands, as on a leaf 

Of winter-ivy, t were no task to trace 
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The pale blue mazes of his stagnant blood — 

But loneliness is sweet to hearts like his, 

When life lies blighted, and the darts of love 

Cast off their honey, and the vengeful sting 

Alone bears token of the summer bee ; 

Yet why thus linger ? I would wander now, 

Leaving all earthly and unthankful things 

Far in the twilight, up yon arrowy stream 

By copse and islet that with emerald life 

Stud the pure sHver of his winding belt. 

On to the ocean ! Oh what myriad forms 

Of joy and freedom, with all kindred hosts 

Of light and beauty, at the magic word. 

Wing forth, and hide them in the cells of thought I 

It is a feast to-night in Nereus' halls. 

And to and fro upon the fitful waves. 

Soft spirit-voices and angelic tongues 

Eise up like incense on the ear of night, 

TiU e'en the very waters in their joy. 

Caught with some sympathetic ecstacy 

Unknown to mortals and the mould of clay. 

Chime in, and glisten with a conscious throb ; 

And far away upon the silent seas. 

Dreaming of childhood and his boyish love 

With all imagination conjures up. 
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From time and absence when the heart's alone. 

The sailor startles, for sweet sounds of old. 

Fraught with the self-same phantasy of joy, 

Eing in his spirit, and he hears once more 

Eapt but one moment in that syren-song. 

The murmuring sheep-cots, or the far-off swell 

Of mournful music where the ivied church 

Called his first offering to his childhood's God. 

But there is more than sound upon the wave. 

Yonder like lilies, in a pearly group 

Bosomed in beauty, and begemmed with light, 

Each with a starry circle on her brow. 

And corals glancing in their glassy hair. 

The nymph lanth^ — and her virgin crew — 

For she has stolen from the feast to-night. 

Leaving the feast, and banquet of her lord 

With all th' immortal pleasure of the Gods, 

To weep and languish for an earthly love — 

And these, the constant sharers of her joy. 

Like twin-bom roses will not leave her now, 

When dews fall sadly and the hour is dark — 

And oft-time in the weary walks of night, 

A pale-eyed boy with solitary feet. 

Uttering strange voices as he shifts along. 

Shadow-like wanders on that pathless beach-— 
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Now will he oommune, if some traveller's ken. 
Spy him by chance along that lonely way. 
But ever and anon with tearful smile 
Shaking his ghostly locks, he hides his form 
Trembling and silent in some bashful cave — 
She too can hear him, but she cannot answer. 
She too can see him, but she cannot come ; 
But love is no mere vapour of the mind. 
Bom with the morning, and to fade at eve ; 
Nor think he only lingers on our sphere, 
And turns his arrow from an heavenly breast. 
Gods too may love — but unto us poor men. 
When hopes fly from us, and the door of spring 
Closes for ever on our prisoner soul, 
Death still is open — and we die — but then 
Whither we journey, or what else remains 
Of love, or joy, or hope or fancy here. 
We know not — but the immortal ones love ever. 
And if that love be blasted, — if that cup, 
But once be poisoned, — if the slightest drop 
Of earth-bom feeling, or a thought for man 
Touch but the angel essence of the Gk)d, 
Where is the healer or the cordial then ? 
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** Pay down tlie gold" — tlie slayer cried, 

" I've other work to day ; 
So loose your cliams, I cannot bide, 

And take the girl away — 
Nay speak not now of friend or kin. 

What matters that to me ; 
The damsel hath a goodly skin. 

Her limbs are broad and free. 
So take thy choice." With fiendish leer 

He gazed upon the throng. 
When lifting up the scourge — a tear 

Fell trembling on the thong. 
" What's this ? We have no wailing here. 

It is too late to groan ; 
The prisoner-brand bums on thy brow. 

Thy lot has long been thrown." 
He turned him round — the maiden's glance 

Smote on his frozen heart ; 
And with a sigh, he cried " advance, 

And tell us whence thou art ; 
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For thou'rt no mean-bom wench I trow- 

(The maid grew deadly pale,) 
And though I never stooped till now, 

I'U hearken to thy tale." 
A blush stole on that virgin cheek. 

Yet 'twas no blush of shame — 
" Hadst thou a sister P only speak. 

And I am still the same 1" 
The trader heard, one moment more, 

(I cannot tell the rest,) 
A brother's tears, unknown before, 

Fell on a sister's breast I 
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Yes ! let us ope the lattice now. 

While the mom is fresh and gay ; 
That the young spring-breeze may loss her brow, 

And whisper her soul away. 
And what if griefs pale stamp be there. 

Or a tear hang in her eye, 
The sorrowless sun will gild all care. 

And the dew will gHtter and die. 
Look yonder, child, with its leafy gleam. 

On the copse-woods fluttering Hght, 
As of Angel wings in a martyr's dream. 

When he leaves the world in flight ; 
And who shall tell where spirits rest 

When the body is seen no more. 
Or in wild-flower lap, or ocean's breast. 

Or in hearts they loved before ? 
Ah ! many a time, in mournful mood. 

When the sunset hours were long — 
With her soft sweet voice to the listening wood, 

Did she weave her thoughts in song : 
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And she told no tale of her lonesome love, 

Or wept for her wounded heart — 
For she knew that her Saviour was watching above. 

And that sorrows were bom to depart. 
But she asked in prayer when her hour should come. 

And the fountain of life grow cold, 
That her soul might roam by its childhood home 

As in faded hours of old. 
Then let us ope the lattice now 

While the mom is fresh and gay, 
And though death-dews ding to her lifeless brow, 

God grant that her spirit njay stay ! 



\ 



EULALIE. 



Sweet mother, mother, as I pass 
The codoxKbiid is cdliii^ 

And dancmgiy akng the grass 
The wild MaT-bikxim is £dliiig. 

Sad tidings of a bygone day 
Is aD, fond bird, thoa biingest ; 

And, save that other hearts are gar, 
I knew not that thoa singest 

For where is little Eulalie? 

I miss her on the moimtain. 
Nor is she by the linden tree. 
Nor playing by the fountain. 

Ton teQ me she wiD come again. 
That spring shall soon restore her; 

Then why that grave npcm the plain. 
With the lilies waving o'er her? 

Yes ! hearten, gentle Enlalie, 
Ere yet those lilies wither. 

The sanmier wind shall mnrmnr by 
Two friends that sleep together. 



THE FATED BARK. 
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" Hoist up your sails ! take m the gales, 

And cheerily off we go. 
What reck we now ? the murdered man 

Rots in the hold helow. 
So cast him forth, 'mid foam and froth. 

Where the biUows are plunging free, 
For the shark will play for his hideous prey 

Down in the dreary sea ; 
And many a time, through frost and rime. 

Has the good ship braved the tide ; 
But ne'er shall foe unheeded go 

Or friend be cast aside. 
Then wrap the dead in sheet and shred. 

But touch not a tainted limb, 
For the white worms glare thro' his grizzly hair. 

And the eye-baUs wild and grim. 
But mark me, crew, whate'er we rue. 

By the corpse that lieth there. 
Though ages set you'll ne'er forget 

That dead man's dying stare ; 
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For I have tossed on many a coast 

A good fifty years I trow, 
But never till then 'mid haunts of men 

Saw I a stranger brow. 
Down in the breeze of the northern seas, 

Where the icebergs heave and groan. 
In a weary toil for the wild bear's spoil 

I've wandered all alone. 

And I've cooled my mouth in the fiery south 

With camels at dawn of day. 
Where the Simoom's breath blew its blast of death. 

Yet scatheless turned away. 

But now in troth I'll pledge mine oath, 

Though the world be wide to scan, 
However wide it cannot hide 

The glance of that murdered man. 

Yet dastard part ne'er held my heart. 

So cheerily off we go ; 
The whirling wave be the foeman's grave. 

So fling him down below 1" 

He spake the word, not a whisper stirred 

On the ocean's noontide breast. 
But a far off flash and a dreamy splash 

Broke in — who knows the rest ? — 



/ 



% 



60 THE FATED BABK. 

They've done the deed ! Like a frighted steed 

The vessel leapt up to view ! 
One moment more, she has flown before, 

Far over the billowy blue. 
So many an hour, thro* storm and shower. 

Till the night was cold and drear. 
Sped on the bark in the heaving dark. 

And the crew waxed wild with fear ; 
For in vain they tried the ship to guide. 

For the rudder had snapped in twain : 
Like an arrow true, to the north she flew. 

And the helmsman's art was vain. 

But slumber's calm had lost its charm. 
And fled from the woefiil wreck. 

With aching eyes and sleepless criea 
They paced the dreary deck ; 

But still they swore, as in days of yore. 
Till the revel grew loud and high. 

And the rending shout of their drunken rout 
Startled the midnight sky. 

And many a time that moumfdl chime 

FeU sad on the fisherman's ear 
As he journeyed home on the moonlit foam 

To his wife and children dear ; 
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For he thouglit hell's hounds had burst their bounds, 

And were loose on the raging deep ; 
But he prayed his God to spare the rod, 

Nor leave his all to weep. 
And the wild-bird flock, from the far-off rock, 

Mew forth with a fearful glee, 

"While to and fro the fish below 

Bushed on the reeling sea. 
But dark and lone that ship sped on, 

lake a phantom child of night. 
With its ghostly sail so wild and pale. 

Under the sweet moonlight. 
But with reckless souls they filled the bowls. 

As the sparkling cup was drained. 
Nor dreamt, as they quaffed that joyous draught. 

Of the dregs that yet remained. 

For one had a lay of a long past day. 

When he lived at his heart's desire. 
With his father's fold in his mountain hold 

And boyhood's early fire ; 

And another'd rove with his first young love 

In the cowslip fields of mom, 
TiU tears would start from his softened heart. 

Which the others laughed to scorn. 
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But the captain's brow grew darker now, 

And his glance was cold and grave. 
For apart from the rest, with frenzied breast 

He stared upon the wave. 
" Now hold your song, you thoughtless throng. 

Nor scorn ye my words," he cried, 

" For, by God's high heaven, though morrow be given. 
We shall no more abide. 

I am no child with fancies wild. 

That live but an hour and die. 
Nor is maniac's flush or drunkard's blush 

Stamped on my sober eye. 

Laugh if ye will, and take your fill — 

What matter it all to me ? 
So wait the sun, but of us not one 

Its gladsome Hght shall see ; 

For with bound and leap through the frozen deep 

Has the good ship drifted now. 
And the waves dash in with an icy din 

Over the larboard bow ; 

And far from sight in the starless night 

Is the wild bear's watchftd lair. 
For a dainty meal for the famished seal 

Will soon be scattered there." 
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Then, oh, what a stare of blank despair 

Dropped over the hearts of all. 
For it came like a dream with its spectre gleam, 

Bringing the dead man's pall. 
And a shriek arose from that land of snows, 

Far over the cold white main. 
Till the howling waves, from their oozy caves, 

Soared back the sound again. 

And above and below was a sound of woe. 

Till the night was pale and grey. 
And the breeze on its track brought coldly back 

The voice as it rolled away. 

Yet still through the storm one giant form 

Eose up from that coward crew. 
For the captain's frame was still the same. 

And his heart was firm and true. 

But he told a sad tale to the heedless gale. 
And his hands were clasped in prayer. 

For he spake of a friend with a woeful end 
Under his guardian care. 

He turned once more to the backward shore. 

But never a voice replied : 
Yet a moment passed — ^he has plunged at last, 

Down, headlong in the tide. 
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But the ship still flew with its murderer crew^ 

As it scudded before the wind, 
Yet when mom came forth in the frozen north 

Not a soul was left behind ; 
But a dull dark stain on the icy plain. 

With the seagulls gathered round. 
Alone bears mark of the shattered bark,— 

No other trace was found. 
So perished all, both great and small. 

That sinned on that evil day — 
For theirs was a crime nor tide nor time 

Can ever wash away. 
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